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Before arriving at Paddington I said to her:
c' Can I be of any use in giving you a lift ?    My odd
man will be at the station with a taxi to meet me."

THE LADY (pulling up long gloves and glowing with
gratitude) : " Why, that's real kind! How perfectly lovely
you are."

We got out of the train and stood upon the platform ;
my servant told us to wait till he could bring the taxi
up to us.

THE LADY (putting her wrist-watch to the station
time): " Why, I declare, thanks to you, I shall be all right
for my rehearsal; I should have got into an awful mess
but for you/'

Then with a sudden impulse, placing her gloved hand
upon mine, she said deliberately and with emphasis :
" You know you are a very wonderful person ! "
I stood quite still, and looking at her said:
" Then I am not such a terrible woman after all ? "
Fascinated as a duck by a snake she moved slowly
towards me on the pavement gazing in my face with glued
eyes.

" God!   Honey! " said she.   " You're not .  .  ."
" Yes ; I am Mrs. Asquith !   Get into the taxi."
She stumbled in and I told the man to drive to
20 Cavendish Square.   Seizing me by the arm as we
sat down she said:

"Why! What have I said! Oh Heavens! What
have I said ? "

" You praised my husband," I answered; " your
friends think him clever, but the Krupps firm have made
him a rich man and you do not like this ; his sympathies
are entirely with the Germans ; giving his nights, and his
days, and his sons to the war, and persuading his fellow-
countrymen all over the world to do the same in speeches
which I fear you have not read, was mere ' camouflage,'
he was all the time at the end of a wire making money out
of corpses/'